A  THING   OF   BEAUTY
comedy, the Nineties, was determined before the nebular
period, nay,
'Before God fashioned star or sun.1.
Unquestionably that is so. Nevertheless, the chronicler,
if he is to begin at all, must begin somewhere. The
battle of Marathon would suggest itself to some; to
others, perhaps, the Synod of Whitby. Mr. Osbert
Burdett, in his admirable survey of the Beardsley Period,
as, following Max Beerbohm, he elects to call that stirring
decade, begins with the Council of Trent. / propose to
set out from an event more recent still, namely, that
evening in December I think it was, 1889, when John
Lane dropped in upon us at my father's quite unex-
pectedly after dinner and made a momentous announce-
ment—which was nothing less than that he was about
to become a publisher.
It was clear to us, as soon as he got inside the room,
that Lane had something important on his mind. We
were not deceived. In a few moments, the customary
greetings over, he produced from his pocket an advance
copy of a little volume of poems by a new writer, whom
he described as 'a young man of undoubted genius, who
was bound to set the Thames on fire, and whose face
was the face of a Greek god'. These poems were to
be published by his firm in an edition limited to two
hundred and fifty copies. He invited my father to
become the possessor of one or more of them. Nor
did he forbear to appeal to our baser instincts. He
assured us that, before very long, the book would be
at a substantial premium and that, if we could ever bring
ourselves to part with a thing so precious, we should
make money by the transaction. There was, in truth,
no doubt about its beauty. It was a slim little volume
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